
Rooster s Crow Moves Hudson to High and Loftv Thoughts
W. H. Hudson and His Book of Birds
Shackleton in "South" Tells of the Joys of Life

on Elephant Island

By Heywood Broun
WH. HUDSON ts one of the

finest master* of English
. prose, and thera ls cer¬

tain to be a hearty wel¬
eome for tha new edltion of hl3 "Blrds
ln Town and Village" (Dutton), with
the beautiful color piates by E. J. Det-
mold. The book, however. la not llka-

«o w'.n as high a placa in the rogard
... the readlng public as "The Book
of a Natural!st" or "Far Away and

:,ong Ago." It in more restrieted ln

f'neme. There ls less abo-.2t Fudson
and more about his feathered friends.

.- [g thrre anything to tako the
are of the vivid ob^ervations of life

in Argentina which animafoo "Far Away
and Long Ago." Distinctly. it is a

hook. for '¦¦>. '. of pro?e style and

bii|d#.
L'or our part wc Ilfce nono of Hud-

animala so well as his anakes.
Hia bird aro less Individualized. They

i> more offlsh than hia serpents aiul
srf comrar.io: ahlu for all the cntlm-
aam wjjh which he e^.rscribesl them.

'¦> himself confesaes that tho only
oper life for a bird is a rcving one,

:-.,d nobedy c&n get to kr.uw a bird well
v ;v!le lt is on the wir.g.
Hudeor, of coursp, has an unusual

sympathy and thusiasm for the feath-
d taste i'n birda

rhe nlghtlngale, but the rooster also
im to high and lofty thoughts.

H glorie s in the fnct that he usually
wakes between 3 and -1 in the morning,
und commeirts on "the pleasure of lis-
tening to the crowing of the cocka a.t

'.:,¦.. o
id the mys

cient of com-
urni d, and i?

¦e and more
igl tl sleeper's veins. 1

jht in th« desert.
'>.-.' n the wide, silent,

firsl whitenes) n he
Ruting (¦;..'! of the

', " !¦ i ume of the w ild
seemed to me

which I had
netl :.: of t! LS !tt!^!.,
iated my mind with the

of chanticleer "

w riting is chai
p! ity. He use>

and freelj ¦'

ffi not
¦.- o ... bjnl

.'.:. ever f< '.- i\ v ¦..

po ket t'oi
5 the c rree change

hand, and ir.
¦ade will t'md him
too -iii ndtl rift.

ibout ai endearing
.¦ nce, . li<

'.,¦ gentlemai ot
real ocial charm.

.and '¦¦'-. "he was ont
'¦ wil h a friend, who,

wall .-, hac
and kill hin ." And,

ler ii likely to h.' left in
;. of Hudson's book

itivi poa tion which he
life *.D rnen and to

il acklntoi ': "Se uth" Mac-
vid and e omprehensive

¦"ry ot the of h pedit on to
polar continent from

letai 3 of the adventurous

"Thal book seems
to be interesting?"

you said it.it's the
MAN FROM TALL TIMBER

\I !. BOOKSKIXEHS
.ORGE SULLY & CO.. New York

By Paul Gauguin
lhe«great French painter's
own story of his fhght from
FMirope and his life amongthe natives of Tahiti, in the
South Seas, in a colorful
Orange world slill uncon-
*aminat< ! by civilization.
Fourth Edltion now prtnting.
With ten ¦<¦ productions from
paintings off Gauguin, in half*
tom M'ir«*tto l^oards. NetA
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.nd harrowing jou.ney ar. missing, butthere is nothing of the one factor for
which we havo looked in rain In all
bcoks about Arctic and Antarctlc ex-
ploration. Nowhore in tho book is
there any satisfactory explanation of
tho motlve which moves mon to venture
and endure such hnrdshtps for tho seem-
lngly sllght rewards in scientific knowl-
edge and the assuredly small return in
that variety of adventure which we
know ns romance.
We would havo liked to know, for in¬

stance, just what passed through the
mind of the sailor who was tolcl, after
many hours in an open bont, that he

during which time Sir Ernest wa.
obliged to give orders that BO one should
be allowed to drink anything until it,
waa evident that he was about to go in-
sano from thlrst, It was during that
journey that one member of the expedi-
tlon records, "In the height of the gale
that night Cheetam was buying matches

I from me for bottles of champagn?, one
bottle per match (too cheap; I should
have chargsd hlra two bottles.. The
champagne ls to be paid when ho opena
his 'pub' In Hull, and I am sble tcf cnll
that way."
Even on Elaphant Island conditions

were, perhaps, not altogether jolly, for
sleep ls a difflcult achlevement In the
polar regions. "It is blowing hard this
erentng," writes Sir Ernest, "cold, too.
Another wonderful sunset. Golden
colors illuminate tha sky. Tho moon
casts beautiful rays In combination
with more vivid ones from tho dipping
sun. If all was as beautiful as tho scene
wo could consider ouroelvss In some

Cn br //. Hudson's "Birds '<>¦ Town and Village,"published by E. P. Dutton & Co.

should have the honor of being the flrst
man to land on Elephant Island.
"He seemed to be in a state almost of

coma," writes Sir Ernest, 'and in order
to avoid delay I helped him," perhaps a
little roughly, over the side of the boat.
He promptly eat down ln the surf and
did noi move. Then T suddenly realized
what I had forgotten, that both his feet
were frostbltten badlv. Some of ua

jamped over and pulled him in to a dry
place. II ;vas a rather rough experi¬
ence for Blackborrow, but, anyhow, he
is now able to say lhat he was the first
man to sit on Elephant Island."

Probably Sir Ernest is right tn think-
ing that this will always mean a great
deal to Blackborrow, and lt may be that
thero are many men who would sufYei
frostbito and imrnorslon to be the flrsi
10 sit on Elephant Island, but it is tht
explanation about which we are curloui
rather than the lncident. Of courae

Elephant Island seemed a green havci
after the journoy in the open boats

paradlse, but it is dark and cold in tbe
tent and I shiver in a frozen sleeping-
bag. The inside fur is a mass ot' ice,
congealed from my breath. One creeps
into the bag, toggles up with haif-
frozen nngera and hears the crackling
of tho ice. Pregently, drops of thawing
ice are falling on one's head. Then comes
a fit of shivers. You rub yourself and
turn over to warm tho side of the bag
which has be.n uppermost. A puddle
of water form.. under the body. After
about two hours you may doze off, but
I always wake with tbe feeling that I
have not slept a wink."

Oh, no, we should not be inclined to
say that a young man was sitting on the
world, even though he was the first to

. _it on Elephant Island.

J No book which we have read recently
s is so convincing in its implication of

the advance of feminism as "Basketbali
1 and Indoor Baseball for Women" (Scrib-

ner'S', by Helen Frost and 0. D. Ward-

s=- ¦'
- ¦¦., 7ll_g__g-__-_______g_Sl

Wt|fi. deeiflfn /or "Gliosts l Have Seen,"- by Violet
Twecdale, published by Stokes

law. W-ire particularly thrilled by stop herself there. This ls accomplished
tho ttdviciLlnch tho nuthora offer, to by tho slide."
young woijft, ns t0 how to run bases. The authors go on to c.xplain tho hook
"Tho nfcer must, ns n rulo," wo, slide and the hcad-first alide and an-

read, "get|| ..econd and third basoa a. other. which Is "made with tbe leg3 bent
soon a* Pi|ihle, nnd yet not ovorrun beneath tho- runner, the trunk ls nearly
them and »nder herself liable to bo erect and the position more nearly ap-
tagged. oufcinlow can this be done? It proximatea u sitting posture. As the
takej too lilb time for i:er to slow up bouy passes the base the runner reach..
and with -o.ter steps so time Horsclf. out with her hand, grasps tho base nnd
that she doiljiot overrun the bag. Sh retnjns it until tho finish of the slldc."'
must find y.iy of running at full Wo wonder what Olarissa Hariov,
speed, and then at tho last moment or I'amela would have thought about
retard her irogres.. quickly enough to such goings on?

Romance as History
Royalist View of French Revolution Based

Upon Imagination Rather Than Facts

OMB timi ago Nesta H. Webstex
S wrote a romance of the French

Revolution, entitled "The Cheva¬
lier ds BoutKlors," which was

chiefly charactsrized by Its Btrong c y-
alist bias. Her present book, "Tho
French Revoiutlcn: A Study ln Domdc
racy," is ostentlbly a history, but it
is fully ns romantic and fully as
binsod ns it- predeccasor. Tho author
proceeda on the thce »y that tho French
pooplo under Louis XVI were happy,
prosperous and contenbed, and that all
the uphcayals from the fall of tho Bas-
tillo to the fall of Itobespierro can be
accounted for as the handiwork of a
few wicked agitators in the pay of for¬
eign power-. and of the Duke of Or¬
leans.

Mrs. Webster carefully arratiges the
facts of the ca?e. to suit her prejudioea.
Louis XV} ls » hero and Marie An¬
toinette a saint. The rcvolutionury
leaders are all monstcrs incarnate. All
tlie good French peopie aro royalists;
the republicans nre a pack of brignnds
and ruffiana. The author carrios hor
conviction^of mo opposition of tihu
Froitch peopie to the Revolutio;i to the
point of declaring that in 1793 three-
fourthfi of France oppoeed the rule of
the Convention, while the other fourth
waa terrorized into accepting it. She

, makes no effort to explain he rather
puzzling problem of how tiie terrorized
republican one-fourth was able not
on!y to repress the ardontly monarch-
iat three-fourtha but also to repulse
the coalition of European states which
had banded themselvea together aguinst
revolutionary France.
There ia much thafc can justly be

said against; the Jacobins. Outsido oi
Danton and Carnot, they did not pro-
duce any men of commanding ability
and it was their ignorance and narrow
tiess rather than any spirit of inliereir
bestialty that led them to emplo>
measures of sanguinary repression
Their system of government, crUel am

arbitrary at best, became a senseleas
and disgusting orgy of bloodshed ir
the six weeks before Robespierre'i
death. I3ut, nevertheless, in their owi

:ierce and imperfect way they aecom

plished a tjreat work of social justice
They delivered France foreverfrom the
iniquitiea'of the old r6gime, and thej
fjave the world the conceptiona oi' lib

erty, equallty and fratemlty that have
been a vital force in every flght for
freedom that haB been waged down to
our own time. And there can be no

question that the majority of the
French people preferred .T_cobini.m to
Bourbonisni.
Many reasons eontributed to this

preferenco, and the most important of
them is not evon mentioned in Mrs.
Wobster's royalist rhapsody. In 1789
France was a country t>f largo land-
owners and starving peasants. In 179.
most of these landowners had been'
guillotined or had emigrated, and the
land was in the hands of peasants, who
have retained It ever since. The dan-
iger of losing their newly acquired
land, of coming again under the harsh
yoke of feudal impositlons, induced
the great body of the peasants to _up-
porf the Jacobin government, despite
its excesses, to enlist in the national
armies raised by Carnot, "the organ-
izor of victory," and to beat back the
?'oreigners and counter revolutionists
who were trying to restore monarchism
and feudalism. Mra. Webster alto-
gether fails to appreciate this attltude.
of the French peasants toward the Kev
olution.a failure which is to be ex¬

pected in an author who seriously rep¬
resents the ehepherd- nnd shepherti-
esse.s of Watteau as typical peasant
figures in the reign of T.ouis XIV.

A NovelAbout Love
Even War Cannot Conceal
Miss Ayres's Real Theme

i
_

1-.HE theme of Kuby >[. Ayres's
novel, "Kichard Chatterton, V.
C," published by W. J. Watt &

Co., New York, is )ov_. It is, in
fact. so perslstently love that even the
great war, which provides a highly
dramntlc background, fails to east a

shadow over the romance. Most of the
characters are true to type. They rep-

1 resent the ordinary concepts of the
' English ariatocracy. There is the
1 famlliar English genticman, whose main

vehicle of expression is "Gad," or

.'God bless my goul." There is a peu-
' niless English lady. who maintains her-
>' self in the grand manner by marrying

off promising uebutantes. There is,

too, a youth with . ruddy complexlon
"nd a Jolly Quick temper.
Although the plot ls exciting enough

for a melodrama, ita logic is wholly de-
pendent on the development of the
characters. The actlona of the eharac-
tiH'i are so unusual, psychologically,
that lt would take a George Meredith
to do Justice to them, and some one
with a far greater gift for character
nnalysla than Miss Ayres to make them
comprehenaible. We are urged to ad-
mire Richard Chatterton, although at
the outaet ho ia depicted aa n slackei
\nml a fortune hunter; and wher
he finally ertlista and lovea tho heroine
more than her money it. ia clear tha
theae pure emotlona of patrlotlsm ane
love are the direct results of pique ane

jealousy. Although the hero realize
his past unworthinesa He withholds th
news of his enliatment from his fiance
for fear hc will win her back in th
jnarmer of cheap melodrama. AXte
|about three hundred pageB of half
hearted intrlguing to keep tho unsua

An Intellectual Novel
Generally Pallid Quality of "Peter Kindred"

Relieved by a Few Good Touches

Mp
By Rebecca Drucker

ETER KINDRED " by Rob¬
ert Nathan (Duffleld., ia
in the restrained mood
which postulates that ifl

proportlon as the physical outline of
the story Is unarresting Is the interior
drama intensive. But the eofollary to
that attltude Is that the inner adven-
turo muBt be vlvid enough to make anj
outward adventuro pale.
"Peter Kindred" follows the now fa-

miliar path of the intellectual novel
It explores a young man'e consciou3-
ness through adolescence and younj
manhood. He ib the sensitive, od.

HE beginning of the end of Shackleton's ship. From
Shackleton's book, "South," published by Macmillan

pecting and lo-esick Sonia in Ignorance
of f'hatterton's nobility she finds it out
after all, and they are promptly re-

united. This tends to weaken the case

for auppressing cheap melodramatic
dcsires.

Sonia herself ls a feeble attempt at

a Olara Middleton. She acts on impulse,
but all along she intends to act on im-
pulae. Her inconsistencies ure not

charming ov interesting, but merely
ridiculous. Her attitude toward the war

is intended to bo decidedly heroine-like.
lt is true that no patriot could demand
more undiminished service from the
menfolk than Sonia, but, unlike tho con-

ventional war heroi-.e, t-h.e t'orgets to so

much as roll a bandago herself.
This is a book of love and war. More¬

over, lt is a book which does not shrink
a: showing the insignificance of ar.y
war, in comparison with the strategic
bnttles that are waged in the pariors of
the English aristocracy.

son of middle class, commonplace peo-
ple. The author hints of hidden fires
in him, of a vivid responsivenees to¬
ward lifo and an inteliectual capacity
for valuing it afresh. His adolescence
is poetically and charmingly written
of. a thing of pastel tones. But thls
same "astel treatment of his life at
Harvard ia disturbing. There the
dreamy, noetic attitude hardens into
immobility and becomes aomethlng
priggish and irritating. The only ln-
tellectual excilement of his university
life is a faint sophomoric fticker kinuled
by r vague phi!osophie*il cult. He finds
the social revelation at feas ond the
cijltural revelation at Boston ,'pop"
concerts. He is a picture of conform-
ity, a perfectly reiined, sapless, slightly
snobbish Harvard Inteliectual. And,
fittingly en»ugh, he falls in lov© with
f-nd marriea a Radcliffe bluestocking.
"Peter Kindred" is a little overly am-

bitious and therefore somewhat preten-

IN EXTREMIS.By Leopold Marchand
Translateci by William L. McPherson

(Copyright, 1920, New York Tribune Ino.)

Here is a little ghost itory, highly a.jjpropridte to these. days of the Maitrioe Maeterlinck and Sir UiiverLodge propagandu.

I____________
ii'\ VTONSIEUR LE CURE, I

yl have waBhed the dishes,
and your bedroom Ib

ready. I am going."
"All right, Suzanne. Good night."
''Good night, monsieur le cure\"
Seated by his window, the Abbe*

BHlloux saw tlie old servanv crosa

the garden. Then he fllled his pipe
and lighted it. Tlie stranda of
tobacco twi&ted themselves into doli-
cate tlircads of flame. Some of them
fell on a newspaper which he held
on his knees.
The Bun had set, but it was still

elusk.tho long dusk of midsummer.
Tho abb6 gazed somewhat abstract-
edly at the lilac plant:-, the little
beds of daisles and the gooseberry
bushes, already heavy with fruit.

Little by little his thoughts took
form. It seemed to him that some

strango and troubling Idea had en¬

tered his soul. An indetinable an-

ticipatlon made him shudder.
What was the matter? Why did

he feel so uneasy? Why should he
listen so intently and now and then
turn to look over his shoulder?
The !amp wick seemed to be very

low. lie turned it up. But all the
time he kept ou listening intently.
The sller.ee was unbroken. Not a

note from a single night bird, nor
tho hum of an insect. No echo,
Nothing.
Somebody stvuek three fight blowe

' n the front aoor.
'i 'i* abbe put hif pipe on the tabl<

and got up noiseles_ly. He had been
watehing the garden, etill bathed in
a vague light. Why hadn't he seen

the visitor who had just approached?
He carried th*, lamp into the nar¬

row hallway and put it down on a

chair. Then he pulled back the
bolt.. Involuntarily he gave a sigh.
Then he opened the door and saw a

woman on the steps. ......

"Madame?"
She answered v_ry quickly, in an

indistinet voice, but with the tone of
a -uppliant:
"Come at once to M. Griselier's

house, monsieur le cure. He i_ at the
point of death."
The abbe lifted the lamp and held

it at ai'm's length. ln its light the
face of his visitor appenred almost
livid. Her eyes were fixed, without
life, lil$.e those of a blind person.

"I will go immediately. M. Gri-
selier i8 the Mayor's assistant, isn't
he? I will be there in a quarter of

i; an hour." ,

He closed the door brusquely.
.; Th^n he picked up his hat and keys,
¦' put out the lamp "and hurried away.
While hewvalked he thought of the
life of Btruggle which he had cho-
sen; for this time, too, he *fore_aw
resistance, perhaps insult, He knew

I who Grlselier was.that th« city

contained ne> more aggress*.ve unbe-
liever.
Ho asked his way of an old lady

who seemed scandalized at the ques¬
tion. But ha\ing go'. tho informa¬
tion he needed, he soon arrived be¬
fore a handsome house, brilliantly
lighted. Without any hesitation he
rang the bell and then wulked into
an antechamber. A servant ap¬
peared and stared at him with sur-

prise.
".May I pee M. Griselier?"
Before the servant could answer a

door opened. A man appeared, im-
posing In figure, with a ruddy face
and an athletic carrlage.
Behind him, in a neighboring

rcom, the cure saw three guests, sit¬
ting about a table covered with
wines and liqueura and half hidden
in cigar emoke.
"What is it? Does some one want

to see me?"
"I must have made a mistake,"

the abbe said. "T was going to'see
M. Griselier." i

"M. Griselier? Well, 1 am Ihe,
What? Who are you? I beg your
pardon," he added more gently. 1"I
am not used to seeing priesta in r]
house."
He smiled. Then he made a sit

to the servant, who diaappeared.
"What can I do for you?"
"Monsieur," answered AbbS Bill-

lioux, "I owe you an apology. Only
a few minutes ago I was told that
you were critically ill."
"Some joke, evidently, at my ex-

pense, or at yours."
"I hardly think that the word

joke should be- applied in thia in¬
stance, M. Griselier."
There was a silence.
"All the same." th. owner of the

house added, ''you came at once.
That was very considerate. Wiil
you take a glass of liqueur?"
The abbe declined with a gesture.

Griselier, his eyes lowered, twisted
his mustachf.

*'And if," he ventured, "I had
really been in my last hours, you
would have preached me a sermon,
naturally."
"Not at all, monsieur. I woulc

have bent over you, and my onlj
words would have been these: 'Yoi
are at tho point of death. 1 cannot
speak to you of God. Bftit know thal
God is everywhere. He is there.
above 3*011, with open arms. G(
.straight up to Him.'"

It seemed to the abbe that hii
host had grown a little pale. Hc
coughed, shook his head like a maj
in embarrassment, and then sudden
ly said:
"Go in there.into my- offlce.

monsieur le cure. My friendi ar*

about to leave me. 1.1 return. We
will talk together. Ves, I don't
know exactly.but we will e .change
ideas. Anyway, please wait for
me."
He led the priest into a little room,

where only a single gas jet was

buming.
Abb6 BUlioux knelt and prayed.
An hour later ho left Griselier's

house and returned home.

"Good morning, monsieur le cure !i
11 thought you would be still in bed.
'But here you are in your offlce'"

"Good morning, Suzanne! What
time is it?"

"Six o'clock. I was delayed a lit-
tie because of what happened last
night."
"What happened last night?" the

abb& asked, straightening up in his
chair.

. "lt was no great misfortune," the
servant aaswered shrilly. "That un-
believer Griselier, the .Mayor's as-

sistant, ended his sinful life sud-
denly, exactly at midnight."
The prieot got up. The old Su-

zanne checked herself.
'*He is dead?" the abbe asked.

after'a rnomertt's hesitation.
"Yes. monsieur le cure."
"Thank ^vou."
Th_ aeif'^nt, without saying an-

other word,* entered her kitchen.
boon she heard the garden gate close
and saw her master hurrying up
the street.

M. Billioux recognized from afar
the house toward which he was walk-
ing. A dozen persons were gath-
ered before the gate, in oarnest dis-
cussion. The circle opened ps the
abbe approached.' No doubt some of
these persons were friends of the
ilun\d man, and like him, unbclievers.
But not a remark was made. The
priest's face wore an expression oi
deep serenity.
The hall of the house was empty.

The abbe entered the room where the
diners had had their feast the night
beforo. There the old servant sat
in a chair, with her head in her
hands, and wept,
"Ah ! monsiour le eure." she sighed.

"What a misfortune:"
"May I see him and say the last

prayera at his bedside?"
At that moment M. Billioux

noticed on the wall opposite him a

painting in an oval frame. It was
a portrait of a woman with a singu-
iarly pure face and lines of saduesa
about her mouth.
The abbe gave a start. He had

recognized his visitor of the preced¬
ing night.
He turned to the servant to ques¬

tion her. But she anticipated him:
"Vou are looking at the portrait

there, monaieur le eure. It is that
of madame, my master'a wife. She
died twelve years ago."

tions and gelf-eensebms. It is s _.*«..

ikeleton.It lacks tbews and sinews.
And yet there are f.ne flasbes in it.
There are sensitlve, poetic, tranecrlption *

of mood and a flne restraint. Nathai
has a rare capadty for Bketching cha>
acter with a suggestion. The two best
Jrawn characters ara merely snggested
tha elerk of a father who, in pursolt ?_
a patbetic Ideal of gentlemanhood, sacri¬
fices to send his son to Exetef and Har¬
vard, and the young Jew David, who
finds Harvard too narrow for him.

Mystery Tales
Melville Davisson Post's
Stories Are Fascinating
There is a wide range of merit ir

.ielvillc Davisson Post's collection of
-torie. entitled "The Mystery at the
'luc Villa" (Appleton.i. There is are-
nurkable contrast, for instance, be
iween the somber power of "Baroi
¦"...rkheim," the tale of a German sub-
narine commander, driven mad by his
Urocities, and the inept banality of
'The Pacifist," a singulariy thin and
mconvlncing story, bassd upon the
.uniliar theme of the omnipresent Ger
man spy.
As a role, howarer, Mr. Post's e_rar

.ge is high} ln baseball parlanca he
may be -.alled a .800 batter. Ee is
clever and resourceful in his plots, and
he almost Invariably contrives to in
troduce an une_pected twist at the end
The war furnishes him with a gord
deal of material. Occasionally be dive.
into strange conntries and draws a

weird tale from mysterious Asla or the
deserts of Afrtca.' There Is a touch
of the exotic about the boek. The
author deiights in strange character.
and out-of-the-way places.

Mr. Post possesses the techniqne of
the mysterious. At his be_t he main
tains the reader's interest and cun

oslty at a high pitch until the last de
.ails of the problem are solved. Ar
¦lement of disillusior. often enters lr.to
ti if. stories; the fond lover frequentl.
discovers too late that the girl whorr.
he has been pursuing i» a spy or »'

adventuress. Full of romar.ee, mys¬
tery and excitprnent, Mr. Post's new
book of stories ls certain to appeal to
the wide circle of readers who have
been attracted by his earlier works.

.
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A real tonic
for the blues.

THE MAN FROM TALL TIMBER
AIX BOOESELLCBS

GEORGE SULLY & CO., New York

IF YOU CANNOT KEEP
A DOG YOU CAN OWN

By ALBERT PAYSON
TERHUNE

"He who loves a dog will adore the
best dog's book of ages.".Chicago
Htrald.
"Delightfuily written . . To
read th_ book is to flnd 3 new and
dear friend in 'Lad : a Dog.*"._/. T.
Timei.

$2.00, poitage txtra,
L P. Dutton & Co., 681 5th Av., N. T.

JUST READY!

THE LETTERS OF

Author of "A 8tu_*nt ln J_n_-"

Nearly a quarter of a million
of the "Sluden. in Arms" books
sold!

Intimate, human, appealir.g.these unpublished letters .oveiHankey'a coll-ge !_>._, the vears
ln Australia. tha Meful m.nth-
a-i one of the "FIUST Hundred
Tho__and" in ran< e

Cloth $!._<) r.f .;¦ books'J-s
I'-.KMIM. H. RKVI.J.1. ( OMPIM

158 Fifth .Vp, .New lurlt

THE
MAN
OF THE
FOREST

By
ZANE GREY
A slory of love anii life,

of tbe glory of the mountains, ot
danger, daring and adv.nturr.
and hnally of a g.eat jov. Told
as only Zane Grev could tel! ii

This book i- recommended
by and may be -ented from
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